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DOOLEY ON ONE
ADVANTAGE OF POVERTY.

T

said Mr.

not sick an’
8§ at th' same

Hennessy de-

aid Mr, Donley

» ought to be

“sup- !

BY F. P. DUNNE.

s pa-apers. Th' followin' facts is stated
! on th' authority iv wan iv th® attindin’
| furgeons: Cap Dooley cut up terrible
| under th" chloryform, singin’ songs,
{ Swearin’ an’ askin’ f'r Lucy. His wife's
| name is Annamariar. She was in th’
| adj'inin’ room. Tt seems they have had
{ throuble. Th' room was poorly fur-

Fan FIN'LLY LANDS
AT YE'ER DURE
[THE BURGLARS TOOLS:

_—

e

P

3 \

“CAP DOOLEY CUT UP TERRIBLE UNDER THE
CHLORY FORM, SINGIN® SONGS, SWERRIN?
Ane® ASKIN'F'R LucY.”

I —

"YE'ER FRINDS BEGIN
T' SPRINT AWAY.”

MODERN FABLES.

THE SUMMER VACATION THAT WAS
TOO GOOD TO LAST.

NCE there was a Wife who gave

the Money-Getter a Vacation

by going into the Country for a

Month. Dearie took her to the

Train, and all the way she kept saying

that it did not seem just Right to romp

away on a Pleasure Trip and leave him
Shell-Roaded.

’He began to fear that she would
Weaken, so he told her that while he

it would give him sufficient Joy to
kl‘m\\ that Darling was out in
\}'uods listening to the Birds. He in-
sisted that she should stay wuntil she
was thoroughly rested. Of course he
did not dare to make it too Strong. As
the Missus looked at him through her
Tears and held his Salary-Hook in

tl:amed up a Poker Festival for that
Night, and already the Wet Goods were
spread out on the Ice.

He had told her that he was going to
S8it up in the Library every Evening
and read Macauley’s History of Eng-
land. By opening the Windows on
both sides he could get a nice Breeze
from the West. Along about 10 o’clock,

not?

It was a lovely Time-Table that he
had mapped out. He submitted it to
Pet before she went a way, and she put

ached for him. Breakfast at
strange Boarding House. A day of
Toil interrupted by a small Bunch of
Food at the Dairy Lunch.

Then back to the unfamiliar Faces
at the Boarding House.

Then sitting alone in the Gloaming,
Thinking of the Absent One.

Then an Hour or two in the Library
with the jovial Macauley.

Then to Bed in the lonesome House
and Dreams of Sweetie.

He gave her a Schedule which
could consult at any time, Day or
Night, and thereby find out what he
was deing at that Moment. It was
just as convenient as sending a Mar-
coni every Hour or so.

He held himself down until the Train
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th’ pleasure iv a moment’s sickness
without people in far-off Boolgahrya
knowin® whether

me liver was on
sthraight. Sickness is wan iv th’ priv-
ileges iv th' poor man that he shares

with no wan, Whin it comes kindly to
him, th' four walls iv his room closes
in on him like a tent, folks goes by on
th' other side iv th' sthreet, th’ rollin’
mill disappears, an’ with th’ mornin’
comes no honest day's tile. He lies
there in blessed idleness an' no mat-
ther what’s th® matiher with him, he
don’t suffer half as much pain as he
wud in pursoot iv two dollars a day.
I knowed a man wanst who used to
take his yacations that way. Whin
others wint off f'r to hunt what Hogan
calls th’ finny monsthers iv th' deep,
he become seeryously ill an’ took to
bed. It made him very sthrong.

“But suppose I hadn't resigned fr'm
cap'n iv me precint whin 1 was defeat-
ed. If annything had happened to me,
ye'd pick-up th' pa-apers an' see: “See-

Well, dock | ryHis

@ news about th' cap'n iv th’ Twin-
ty-sicond precint Iv th’ S8ixth ward. He
has brain fever, He has not. He got
into a fight with a Swede an’ had his
ribs stove in.

cartilage.
is he dhrinks too much. A man iv his
age who has been a soak all his life
always succumbs to anny throuble like
hyperthroopily iv th' cranium. Doc-
thor Muggers, dean iv th’ Post Grad-
yvate Vethrinary School iv Osteopathy
says he had a similar case las’ year in
Mr. Hinnery Haitch Clohessy, wan iv
th’ best known citizens iv this eity.
Like the cap, Mr. Clohessy was a high
liver, a heavy dhrinker, a gambler an’
a flirt. Th’ eases are almost identical.

inside facts about Cap Dooley’s condi-
tion, an’ th’ Cap himsilf with a cine-

matograph iv th' jolly proceedin’'s be | have led a sheckin’ life.

Dock Laparatomy.” What happens to
th’ crimi'nal at first is th’ same as if he
was a dacint wurrukin’ man. But whin
that is done, an’ "tis gettin’ so aisy they
tell me they'se not much diff‘rence be-
tween a good clam-salesman an’ a
first-class surgeon, th’ lithry wurruk
begins. Ye think ’tis all over whin ve
say: ‘Dock, put yve'er hand undher th’
pillow an' take what's there.’ But no#
so. Th’ assimbled decks adjourn to a

large hall an’ prepare th' story iv ‘Cap | with a haughty manner, but he feels
1thal ivry man he meets knows more

Dooley; a .Stormy Career. Be Wan
Who Knows.’

“*“Upon seein’ th’ Cap, we at once
diagnosed th’ case as peritclipaliticki-
pantilitisitis, or chicken bone in th'
throat. Dr. Pincers operated, Dr.
Smothers administhered th’ annysthet-
ic, Dr. Hygeen opened th’ window, Dr.
Anodyne turned on th* gas, Dr. Aluom-
paine turned th' 3 to b’ wall,
Dr. Rambo lookedouf th” window, Doc-
thors Peroxide, ¢al, Cephaigern, An-
tipyreen an’ Coletar took a walk in th’

He fell out iv th’ window o=
iv 2 jooiry store he was burglarizin’ an’ | th’ case above.
broke th' left junction iv th' sizjymoid | th’ name, .
Th' throuble with th’ cap'n ! lables came out iv th” hat.
| wrong, although what we see whin we

|

park an’ Docthar Saliclate figured up
th’ bill. As we have said, we diagnosed
We can’t raymimber
It depinds on how th® syl-
We were

got in more thin made up f'r th’ error.
We made a long incision f'rm th’ chin
down an’ another acrost, an’ not findin’
what we expicted, but manny things
that ought to be kept fr'm th’ fam’ly,
we put th’' Cap back an’ wint on. Th’ |
op'ration was a complete success. Th'
wretch is restin’ an' swearin’ easily.
We have given him a light meal iv
pickles an’ anti-septic oats, an’ sur-
gical science, havin’ done its duty, mus’

| if he will iver raycover, f'r he is very,

| ous profligate, as was well shown be th’
| view we had.
| th® Cap will appeal to all who know his

-

nished. Th’ Cap's clothes was much
worn, as was mest iv him. He must
It is doubtful

very old. He has been concealin’ his
age {'r manny years. He is a notory-

Th’ flashlight pitcher iv

inner histhry,

“An’' there ye ar<r- Think iv a2 man
comin’ out in th’ Hght iv day afther all
that. He can’t get on clothes enough
to cover him. He may bear himself

about bim thin he knows himsilf. Th’
fellow on th' sthreet has been within
th’ walls. He's sayin’ to himsiif: ‘Ye're
a hollow sham composed akelly iv im-
paired organs an' antiseptic gauze.’ To
th’ end if his life . he’ll niver be anny-
thing mere thin an annytomieal chart
to his frinds. His wivacy iz over f'r-
“iver, f'r what good cati“it'do annywan, |
Hinnissy, to pull'down th’ blinds iv his
bed room if ivrybody knows exactly th’
size, shape an’ location iv his spleen?

“No, sir; if I've got to be =sick, give |
me th' ordhn’ry dacencies iv poverty. |
T don’t want anny man to know more |
about me thin he ecan larn fr'm th'
handiwork iv Marks, th” tailor, an'|
Schmitt, th’ shoemaker, an’ fr'm th''
deceitful expression iv me face. If I
have a bad heart, let him know it be
me eyes. On me vest is written, “Thus
far an’ no farther.” They'se manny a
man on intimate terms with th’ Impror
iv Rooshya that don't know anny more
about me thin that I'm broadcloth on
Sundah an’ serge on week days. An’
I don’t intind they shall. I hide behind
th’ privileges iv me position an’ say: |
‘Fellow citizens, docks an’ journalists, ]

THE RURAL EDITOR’S MUSINGS ON THE PASSING CROWD
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thee abuv iz dan Loftus grand mar-
shull in the elkz pursesshun. mr
loftus his mustash iz on krooket
but mr loftus he ant krooket his-
self that iz a firey steede but their
iz sumthing rong witk hiz feet i
dont mo what, & i

lot of explosive caps on the car tracks.
They seemed to make the cars go a good
| deal faster, too. So we are }\’illlng to
chip in two-bits to buy caps right along

for the street car company. Who's
next?
Uncle Jesse Smith came into town

r ayton the other day madder
'ﬁh(:: al w&el hen because George Suther:
land hasn't boosted the sh:jep mdusgry
since he has been in Washington. Un-
cle Jesse is mighty shy on wool on the
top of his head. but he's got lots of it
on his sheep.. Go it, Uncle Jesse. The
great American sheepherder is entitled
to protection.

A great many inquiries have reache
us regarding the whereabouts of George
A. Snow lately. Unfortunateiy, we are
unable to state pesitively, but it is our

| that as soon as he ;
{ pumped out of the upraise and the air

|
l

impression that George A. is counting
ties somewhere between here and New
York.
1
Billy Dale dropped in the other night[
to tell us he had returned from Kansas |
City, where he had a high old limp.%
You'd ought to spend your money at |
home, Billy, but we're glad you’'re back. |

George Morgan, the restaurant man, |

tells us he has had anether strike. This iother way.

time it is not in his elegant hashery,
but in a mine which he owns. He says
gets the water

on the dump in good shape he will be-
gin marketing ore. Good beoy, George.

Dan Loftus is wearing the broadest
kind of a smile and walking six feet
above the ground these days. No, it
isn't what you think it is. Dan has

Panama. Mavbe Henry's
oleum after all.

wasn’'t lin-

Our fat young friend, H. E. Dunn,
who understudies for Dan Spencer in
the Short Line offices, says he is
mighty tired of seeing his name spelled }
H-i-r-a-m. He says the right way to |
spell it is H-y-rsu-m. He says - he
couldn’'t rustle conference business
worth a cent if he spelled his name the

Doc Nunn informs us that he has a
number of very sick cows on hand. He

been appointed grand marshal of the
Elks' parades and he had his picture
published in The Herald the other day
without charge. Dan is certainly a
comer.

We notice that all of the coronation
guests are now leaving London. There
is one exception. He is not going be-
cause he has been pinched.

It is beginning to look as if “Corian-

ton” would turn out to be quite a fine
play. In this conpection we feel to say

that we are giad of it. We have any
number of home talent in our city who
should be able to present the piece in
fine shape. We shall always feel to sus-
tain home industry wherever we find it.

We saw George M. Hanson of Ogden
in our city last week. George M. was
looking sorter down in the mouth.
Cheer up, George.

Lester Freed has moved his rooms
across the street from where he used
to be. Lester saye - he didn't have
enough room where he was. He wants
plenty, because he'll have to take care
of a lot of Elks next month. Behave
yourself, Lester.

Judge Orlando Powers has had quite
a harvest of damage suits down Nephi
way lately. Orlando is a pretty good
lawyer for a young fellow.

Henry McCornick was seen on the
street lately sporting a $60 Panama ha:.

At least Henry =said it cost $89, but it
loaked linoleum to us. But, of coursa,
we don’t pretend to be any judge of a

this aint no spidur iz
presedunt uv thee leeg he iz a bumm
empire but the plaus
sass him thee reezon iz in hiz rite

hand you orter heer him sing
“hale, hale.”

Jonnie.
hopes. however, to pull them ajl

through. Hope youw win out, Doc.

It pains us to confess that we m

saw a rottener umpire thamn Johm{cut ours.

Husband Began to Use the Telephone.

had flirted around the Curve, for he
knew that she was watching him from
the Observation Car.
his Hat in the Air and began to do
Flip-Flops.

Wwas slaving and humping in the City, |

the |

hers, little did she suspect that he had |

if he got Sleepy, he could turn in. Why |

her O. K. on it, even though her Heart |
the |

she |

Then he threw |

Month’s Rent.

{ . “Oh, T suppose this is Miserable,”
| said. *“T can see a very poor
ahead of me—yes—not. Me wearing all
my Bells and taking a
Furlong.”

and sent a Wire to her, so that it
would catch her at the first Station up
{ the Road. Tt said not to worry and to
take a Good Rest, and everything was
moving along about the same as usual.
With Love and Kisses.
After which he went
Brewery to see if they
Reduction on Wholesale
Hubbx went up street
ama dipped down in Front, the same
i as the College Rakes wear them, and
{ his Coat was thrown wide open to show
the dizzy Pleats. His Cuban Blood was
{ all het up and he told himself that he
| was 19 years old "and never- had a
{ Home. 3

Oh; but he was Nifty.i He was out
of the Corral and into the Red Clov
and ‘nix any Halter and Box Stall for

over to the

Orders.

have them up to the House, because
| Angel-Face had investigated them and
returned True Bilis. They were a little
too Gamey for Preshyterian Circles, but
they - fitted right in at any Function
where every Man takes off his Coat.

Husband began to use the Telephone,
and in the course of an Hour he had
organized a Pirate Crew that weuld go
gfuu?:‘ﬂke at any Game from
start out to find somefhing different
from the calm Joys of connubing in a
Side Street, he is the Village Limit.

Husband had the whole Shop to him-
[svlf. He employed a Senegambian who
| was. a good two-handed Worker with
| the Corkscrew. Then he had $40 worth
| of Dutch Lunch sent in from the Raths-
| keller, and arranged the Stacks of
| Reds, Whites and Blues.
|'self that the only True Enjoyment was
{ found in Bachelor's Hall. 3

His Hicky Acquaintances €ame i
showing more or less Stage Fright,
| they were not accustomed to seeing

n

|
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he
Menth |
Hurdle every |

He rushed into the Telegraph Office !

would make.a f

with his Pan- |

him. At least, not for a Month.
it happened that he had the usuai
number of disreputable Friends. They ;

were AN Right, but he did not dare to |
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been to th
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some rov
other backed i
nut it out of b

Rugs and Tidies.
] 1

taking care
Bohemian E
]L'mod to him as
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ines.
Still, there is no one «
that is going to head
wants to be s
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Line. H
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look
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He Would Not Leave Until they Put
the Chairs on the Table.

while she was away. Which is just as

well.
MORAL: In order to put a true
Value on Civ n, one should pace

with the Indians now and
1902, by Robert

Russell.)

Howard

Critchlow. Jack took a -whirl at the
indicator in the Press club benefit
game, and, although we like him per-
sonaly, we never saw a man fall down
worse, on low balls. We must do Jack
the - justice to s=ay, though, that his
judgment on highbalis is all right.

Dick Whittemore's red mail wagons
are beauties. Dick never has been par-
ticularly noted for his fondness for
mails (males) until since he got the
contract for carrying them from the
depots to the postoffice. Dick, old boy,
we wish you all the success in the
world.

There wss a wild rumor on the street
the other day to the effect that Jimmy

Hogle had invited a large crowd to
have something on the house. Of
course, we ran it down at once and

found it to be absurd. Mr. Hogle's ef-
ficient secretary, Mr. John Quillan, ex-
ploded the story and nearly died
a-laughing at the foolishness of it. It
does beat all how these things get out.

Rev. John T. Axton asks us to kindly
deny the report that he boxed a friend-
Iy four-round set-to with President
Roosevelt when in Washington a few
weeks ago. It was a six-round go.

— -
PREFERRED ANOTHER DEATH.
His Wife Did Not Want Him to Be
Burned.

(Washington Star.)

“‘A friend of mine who has beon married
only a short time has been twitting his
wife considerably because of = remark
she made the other day when under sreat
excitement.” said a Washington gentie-
man to a Star reporter. “The immediate
circumstances were somewhat tragic, but
Eince the end was happy | suppese it can

be called a comedy.

“M¢® friend purchased one of those cabi-
net bath arrangements about a week ago,
and one day this week decided to fix it
up and enioy its benefits. He got him-
self fastened into the thing and touch
it off, but something must have g«
wrong with the contraption, for no sooner
had he gotten settled than the thing ex-
pioded.

“His wife, hearing the
the room, ang se
flames. to say noth
oping her husband,
instead of tryving to res

precarious condition over 1o
the wall and begin dealing it sledge-
hammer blows with both Wit s

streaming from her eyes she incon

Iy cried: .
“ *Oh, John; get out! What a horrible
death! What a horrible death! 1 wouldn't |

mind your dying in a natural way, but
to have you burned to death—

“My friend finally broke from the burn- |

ing cabinet and Kicked it ‘out of the win-
dow; then going over to his frantic wife,
who was still landing on the wall like a
Fitzsimmons. be said, with mild sar-
casm: ‘My dear, since you don't object
to my dying in a natural way, I have de-
cided to wait for another oppertunity.

“8 grabbed him with a shriek of
joy and decided not to faint, |
burned only slightly. and his wife says
she doesn't care how much he jokes
about her indifference at his dying a
natural death since she still has John
alive and well.”

There Are Others.
(Chicago Daily News=.) :
Meeks—Confound that man who lives
next door to me, anyway! - o
. Weeks—Why, what's wrong with him?
, 1 guess. He cuts his
Iawn twice 2 week, and then myr wife
won't -give meé a minute’s peace until I

He was |
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M Burgett. of the class of 1802, Eimira College, N. Y., enjoys the dis-
%S l‘_ttfhe champion college girl baseball thrower of the world
Miss Burgett has thrown a ball 181 feet.
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